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Shanksgiving

Day

In harvest fields of rusted corn,
In fruitful groves of green,

In countless joys which daily come,
Our Father’s love is seen.

His tender, ever blessing hand
Extends with peaceful loan;
His bounty, freedom’s rightful source,
Our country’s cornerstone.
For passing year’s benignant care,

For future gifts convey

A word of thanks in heartfelt pray’r,
On this Thanksgiving Day.
—RAYMOND

KacirK.

a
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A RETROSPECT
ON THE OCCASION OF THE DEDICATION OF THE
MECHANICAL ENGINEERING BUILDING AT THE SCHOOL
By ANDREW

R. WEBER,

Mechanical Engineering at the June

@The inaugural ceremonies in
which we are participating place us
as it were on the Great Divide between the past and the future of
the Mechanical Engineering De-

Mechanical

partment of the University of Day-

ment of the University of Dayton.

ton. Before launching into the
achievements of the future let us
cast a glance, if but for a moment,
on the accomplishments of the past.

Development in the Mechanical
Engineering Department during the
prosperous peace years that followed
World War I was apparent along

The Mechanical Engineering Department was established as a major

field of study in the School of
Engineering of the University of
Dayton in September, 1914, under
the

Adam

guidance

of

Hofmann.

Brother

The

George

department

founded in the course of World
War I, passed successively through
the boom years of the 1920's, the
depression period of the 1930’s, and
through the years of World War II.
These great national and world
events left their impresses upon the
department and influenced its educational policies in no small degree.
The early development of the
Mechanical Engineering De part-

commencement exercises of 1918.
The deceased Mr. Garrison is honored as the First Graduate of the

Engineering

Depart-

the lines of an increase in the staff,

a larger enrollment in the student
body, and the acquisition of equipment,

The

apparatus,

quarters

and

allotted

instruments.

to the

de-

partment in the Engineering Building, St. Joseph Hall, were insufficient to house adequately and to
advantage the various laboratories

that

had

been

established.

The

campus power plant with its facilities served as the department’s
steam engineering laboratory. The
limitations of laboratory space necessitated small sized equipment, for-

bade the offering of shop courses
called for by the curriculum, and
prevented sharp lines of demarca-

tion

between

the

various

labora-

by

tories. By means of budget, of dona-

the then existing war conditions.
Despite the troublous times the
mechanical engineering curriculum
was carried on, permitting Mr. Rus-

ing activity on the part of the staff,
and by means of original design and
fabrication of apparatus and equip-

ment was somewhat hampered

sell Garrison of Dayton, Ohio, to
complete his engineering education
and merit the degree of Bachelor of
November, 1949

Engineering

Professor, Department of Mechanical

tions, of extra curricular compensat-

The laboratory equipment and apparatus of the department could be
recognized and designated as made
in U.S.A., in England, in Germany,
in Switzerland, or in the department

itself. Variety of apparatus and
equipment was noticeable. Rather
than have several units of the same
make and design, it was the policy
of the department to acquire one
unit of the several different types of
apparatus in order to broaden the
student’s acquaintance with engineering equipment.
As a substitute for the shop
courses which could not be offered

for lack of space, the students obtained vacation employment in the
factories in the Dayton area or in

their

home

cities

to become

fa-

miliar with machine operations and
shop
processes.
Inspection
trips
through

shops, factories, and

indus-

trial plants formed an integral part
of the curriculum and supplemented
classroom lectures and_ laboratory
work.
During this period the Universitv’s extension campaign was Carried on. A mechanical engineering
building was included in the program and preliminary plans for the
same were drawn up to take care

ment, the laboratories were equipped

of the current needs of the depart-

to satisfy the needs of instruction
in the courses offered.

ment,

as

future

expansion.

well

as,

to

provide
Page

for
3

The depression period affected
the Mechanical Engineering Department in a reduction in enrollment

and practically made vacation employment of the students along the
lines of the co-operative system an

impossibility.
This

and Surveyors inspected the department upon request. The findings of
this inspecting committee placed

of Registration

A staff member served as secretary
to the War Production Clinic originated by the American Society of
Mechanical Engineers and sponsored by all the professional and
technical societies having sections
or chapters operating in Dayton.

grants the rights and the privileges
of such recognition to the graduates
of the department.

The department’s honor roll is a
testimonial to the alumni who have

the Mechanical Engineering Department upon the recognized list of
engineering schools in the State of

Ohio.

period

is

characterized

by

professional development. Members
of the faculty belonged to the governing boards of the professional
societies and were honored with the

The

Board

forces in its hour of need. We pause
in silent tribute to:

chairmanship of their respective organizations. A staff member served
as the secretary of the AS.ME.,

Group

Lr. B. F. Hottenxamp, USAAF
Capt. W. E. McDonatp, USA

V, Local Sections’ Confer-

Lr. E. N. Meyer, USAAF
Lr. H. Raysoutp, USAAF

ence when this conference was held
in Dayton, Ohio. The professional
engineer’s license was obtained by
members of the staff and the gradu-

ates were advised to become licensed
engineers according to the registration law of their respective states.
The Mechanical Engineering Society (M.E.S.) was organized in the
department operating according to

the constitutions and by-laws of the
student

chapters

of the

American

Society of Mechanical Engineers
(A.S.M.E.). The Dayton Section,
AS.MLE., sponsored the Mechanical Engineering Society in its professional activities. Students attended the meetings of the Dayton Sec-

tion, A.S.M.E., and were the guests
of the section on its engineering
tours through the outstanding industrial plants in Dayton and vicinity. In the more recent years, the
President of the Mechanical Engi-

neering Society attended the regular executive committee meetings
of the Dayton Section, AS.M.E.,

to establish closer relationship between the two organizations and to
foster a. professional consciousness
among the student engineers.
' In 1937, the Engineering Council
for Professional Development (E.C.
P.D.) was invited to inspect the
Mechanical Engineering Depart

ment for the purpose of accreditation. The conclusions reached by
the inspecting committee denied

the

department

accreditation

by

E:C.P.D. principally on the grounds
on

the lack

laboratory

of

shop

facilities.

In

courses

and

the

same

year, the Ohio State Board of Registration for Professional Engineers
‘Page 4

served their country in the armed

who have brought the supreme sacrifice.

With
War

the

approach

II, it became

of

World

evident that en-

gineering would play a major role
in the impending conflict. National
surveys brought to light the critical
need of engineering talent in military service, as well as in civilian
capacity. Engineering schools with

industry were geared to the war effort in as short a time as possible.

The Mechanical Engineering Department following the trend of the
times adopted

round

an accelerated, year-

schedule of operation.

The

upper classes of the departmnt were
attended by advanced Regular Officer Training Corps (R.O.T.C.),
men in the Army Student Training
Program
(A.T.S.P.)
and civilian

students. It is the boast of the department to have had graduates participating in all of the commence-

In the span of years from 1918 to

1948, the Mechanical Engineering
Department has had an average of
five graduates per year and it has
honored six men with the professional degree of Mechanical Engineer, honoris causa. There is one

woman engineer listed among _ its
graduates. The majority of the department’s graduates are engaged in
engineering practice in a variety of

mechanical engineering fields. Their
successes redound to the honor and
glory of the Mechanical

ing Department.

Engineer-

If we judge the

tree by its fruits, we

can

honestly

say that the department has
achieved well in promoting the arts
and the sciences in the field of
mechanical engineering during the
thirty years that constitute its past
history.

ment exercises held by the University during the war years.

As we leave the past behind us
in order to stretch forward to the
things that lie ahead, it is right and

The Mechanical Engineering De-

fitting at this time to magnify the

fort in processing the fuel-oil ration

Lord for the kind dispensations of
His loving Providence upon the

partment contributed to the war efapplications for domestic use for the

Mechanical

Engineering

Montgomery County area and in
carrying on several test projects of a
restricted nature. It likewise administered basic and advanced
courses in industrial safety in con-

ment

to

junction with the Industrial Safety

express deep appreciation to all who

Committee of The Dayton Safety
Council as part of the Engineering,
Science, Management, War ‘Training

(E.S.M.W.T.)

vated by the Federal

program

§acti-

Government.

Mother

and

for

thank

the

DepartHis

graces

blessed

she

has

merited for all associated with the
department by her powerful, intercessory prayer. Finally, we wish to
have manifested their interest in the
University by the support, of whatever kind, they have extended to the
Mechanical Engineering Department of the University of Dayton.
The Exponent

TRAVELING

@®Many
Canada

the

have

with

quaint

Bedford,

THE

By MARJORIE

WITTMAN—lIllustrated

returned

tales about

and

and

ALONG

from

the Falls,

picturesque

old Quebec,

but

New
few

ever tell of the great fishing country of the Province of Ontario and
the lands westward. Whether you
are a fisherman or just like to sit
and soak up the sun, this is the
perfect spot for a real vacation. But
do not expect a plush and velvet
hotel, for this section has hardly

been touched by civilization.
The first glimpse of Canadian
Sault Ste. Marie is a disappointment
to many, for it resembles any of
the towns
through
which
you
travelled in the States. But that is

where

the resemblance ends. The

road out of the town is well paved,
but not for long. It soon narrows
down

as it follows

the

lake shore,

spreading out in the flat places, and
squeezing through narrow cliffs in

the hills.
At the tiny village of ‘Thessalon
we left the “main road” and headed
for the northern foothills. For a
short distance the road was wide
and flat, passing between small
weather-beaten farms. All signs of
humanity soon end as the road narrows down to a bumpy trail winding

around huge rocks and crawling beneath frowning cliffs. At one place

the road was built across the
swampy end of a large lake.
As we crawled along our only
comfort was the sight of a telephone
line. These poles did not bear any

SNOW

SHOE TRAIL
by FRANK

some sign of life. At last it came.
“Minnows—one-half mile.” We all
began to talk at once and watch the
road more eagerly. More hills, trees
and here and there a flash of blue
water. How long could a half-mile
be? At last a small curl of smoke
wavered above the trees. But there
was still no home for the wanderers. Our fleeting hopes disappeared
as we noticed a tumbledown shack
perched at a perilous angle in the
clearing. So we travelled on, our
hearts becoming heavier with each
passing mile.
More trees, water and hills appeared and were left behind as the
road narrowed down to a rough
twisting trail. Suddenly our hearts
hit

the

soles

of

our

shoes,

as we

read the large forboding sign,
“Warning—No Gasoline Available
for 42 Miles.” On the opposite side
of the road stood a decrepit gasoline pump, but there was no sign
of life. Surely Snow Shoe could
not be much farther.
The
curve,

road

went

descended

widened
hemmed

around
a steep

one last
hill,

and

out into a flat valley
in by towering hills. At

last we saw the long-looked-for sign,
“Snow Shoe Camp—W akamata
Lake.” Our journey had ended. We

turned into the driveway and started
our short descent to the lake.

IN ALASKA

HICKEY
But we were badly mistaken. The
trail twisted and turned around logs,
trees and rocks, sped up and down

hills,

and

pried

deeper

into

the

woods. The light grew dim, but
there seemed to be no end to the
trail. We crawled up the very side
of a cliff, gasped and began to
descend, only to stop abruptly at
a fork in the road. A giant oak
standing in the middle of the road
displayed a small sign, “Snow Shoe
—Drive Slow—Woody.” We followed the arrow, descended another

hill, and began to twist and tum
even more than before. After
twenty minutes of dodging boulders
and trees we arrived at Snow Shoe
Camp. And it was worth every one
of the bruises.
From the high banks of the lake
there spread before us a scene of
unbelievable beauty. The sun was
sinking low over a high crown of
the hills. The last few rays played
on the many-shaded green of the
trees and danced on the mirrored
surface of the lake. Across the bay
a sheer cliff rose up from the
water’s edge adding to the beauty
of the scene with its orange, gold

and green-shaded rocks. The quiet
of
the
ing
sun

the evening
splash and
over rocks.
caught in

was broken only by
gurgle of a falls spillOne last ray of the
the white spray and

(Continued om page 22)

resemblance to our cultured Ameri-

can poles, however. They were
truly primitive in keeping with the
test of the country. To anchor them

on solid rock proved

no problem

to these resourceful people. They
merely
built a small
stockade
aiound each pole, filled it with
young boulders, and defied the

winds to knock them over.
With our destination unknown,
and the afternoon beginning to disappear, we looked longingly for
November,

1949
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SURPRISES GALORE WHEN

WE

EXPLORE

WITH

O. HENRY

By Vera Seiler
@] like O. Henry. I like his people, his sense of humor, his big, big
surprises at the end of every story,
and the way—all of a sudden—he
makes me laugh out loud. There’s
something about the people he depicts that makes them seem so real
and alive, like Mrs. Harkins next
door, or Millie, or Uncle Bernie.
The people he immortalized in his
stories were just plain, ordinary,
everyday people, the kind he had
become acquainted with while clerking in his uncle’s drug store, from
the ages of fifteen to twenty. It is
often thought that during this time,
although very young, he acquired

the deep insight into human nature
that made his stories successful and
popular in later years.
It must be wonderful to have
that power of words to describe an
individual in such glowing terms
that the reader cannot help but
visualize him. The description of
Mary Martha in “Buried Treasure”
especially appealed to me. May I
quote? “She was eighteen, the color
of the white ivory keys of a new
piano, beautiful, and possessed of
the exquisite solemnity of an unsophisticated angel.” And then I
think,

have

had

liked

I known

John

him,

Pescud.

that

Christmas,

while

he,

at

the

same

time, sold his watch to buy combs
for her hair. This story not only
illustrates the point of love, but also
gives one of the surprise endings for
which O. Henry is noted. I’ve always prided myself with my accurate predictions in the comic strips
and thought that I could do as well
in the stories I read. My deductions
seemed more than logical through-

out the story but once I reached the
last paragraph—BANG! An entirely
different conclusion was reached
and I had to completely rearrange
my line of thought. Only once did
I win out and that was in the last
story I read, when, I guess, I was
getting used to O. Henry’s brand of
surprises. In “He Also Serves,”
Florence Blue Feather, a luscious
Injun gal, disappeared about the
middle of the story. By something
that was said, I gathered that the
speaker himself, Hunky, had secretly
married her—and lo and behold, to
my surprise (so it was a surprise
ending after all) that’s exactly what
happened. Only once did I find the

I’d

to be made of.”

ply

chatting,

and

gradually

leads

into his story..:The plots of the
stories I read were generally concerned with love, not mushy, but
simple and good. The true, self-sac-

tificing love possessed by Della and
Jim in “The Gift of the Magi”
made me almost tearful. Anyone familiar with the story can easily remember that Della sold her gorge-

Page 6

York

City,

the

West,

and

the

South. He lived in New York for
many years, and loved it very much.
Perhaps that is why his best stories

are those centered in the great
metropolis. He knew New York, its
people, its big streets and little
streets, its parks. “The Higher Pragmatism” was one such story, which
took place on a park bench between
a respectable citizen and a bum, two

entirely

different

types,

painted

vividly

by

but
O.

both
Henry.

“Schools and Schools” took place in
New York but brought in as one of
its characters a typical Western girl,

named—appropriately

enough—Ne-

vada. “A Poor Rule” depicted a onehorse

town

dust,

cowboys,

of the

West,

poor

with

hotels,

its

and

young lovers. “The Rose of Dixie”
was the story of a southern magazine and its conscientious editor.
As far as I’m concerned, O. Henry’s
humor is of the very best kind. It’s
not the side-splitting variety but the
type that makes one chuckle and
gives added enjoyment to life. I
think that his humor would appeal
to every kind of person, old or
young, jolly or stern. In other words,
sense of humor to others. It was
probably this same sense of humor
which gave him the marvelous outlook on life that he possessed. He

Seller,”;.who “is of the stuff. that
heroes are not often lucky enough

folare
the
sim-

place in one of three settings: New

he had the ability to convey his own

of. “Best

O. Henry’s plots are easy to
low and to understand. There
no complex situations to confuse
reader. He begins informally,.

O. Henry’s stories generally take

ous hair to buy Jim a watch fob for

was cheerful, and expressed his love
-

-_

-

-

ee

-,

cleverness concealed in his stories
irritating. I guess I can’t help liking
happy endings and this was just too
- surprising and oh so disappointing.

The story I’m referring to is titled
“To Him
hero, who

Who Waits,” and the
has lived as a hermit for

ten years because of a broken love
affair, finds too late that his second
love has married too for money.
Poor

disillusioned

goes out to him.

soul!

My

heart

for humanity in both
and his actions.

his writings

O. Henry ranks with
and Jack London as one
influential short story
America has produced.

Harte, Poe,
of the most
writers that
His appeal

as

tremendous,

and

a writer

has

been

as long as people

are able to

read and to laugh, how

can they

miss when

reading his stories.

As you
Henry.

might

guess—I

like

O.

The Exponent
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KALI

BROKE

HIS LEASH

Publicity for Black Cat Club not as expected

By JIM LEIST
@ It seemed odd to Hank Corran

to

be

escorting

a_ black

panther

down
Main
street—through — the
center of town. What some people
wouldn’t do for publicity! The sun
shone brightly on a balmy spring
day,

called

and

as

Kali,

long

as

didn’t

the

give

big

cat,

him

any

trouble, Hank scarcely minded his
jaunt at all. It had been a short
walk so far; he had checked at
least a dozen times to see if his
pistol was still in his holster—
panthers can be tough customers!
Hank didn’t blame the pedestrians

one bit for spreading out on the

wide sidewalk to let him pass, and
then turning to gape in astonishment at his charge. It made Hank
feel pretty important too!
He hoped he wouldn’t regret Mr.
Samuel’s offer to parade this beast.
With the Black Cat Club opening
in a week,

Mr. Samuels,

the owner,

thought that this stunt would create
peak interest. In addition,
the
seventy-five dollars a day wages that
Hank received was no trifling matter! The local papers were sure to
pick up this most unusual story,
and at the same time give the club
some free publicity.
Hank wished he could find steady
work with this important, wealthy
owner of the Black Cat Club, in-

was

not

much

alleviated

when,

in

the third block of his walk, a small

boy ventured forth to “pet pretty
kitty,” and Kali had turned his head
to glare at this intruder blocking
his path. Hank had had one hand
tensely on the leash and the other
on his pistol when the screaming
mother snatched her child away.
The panther’s glittering eyes followed this hubbub with a snarl that
exposed his curved, gleaming feline
teeth sufficiently to move a few

more daring onlookers further back.
Hank had only two more blocks to
go before arriving at the Black Cat
Club, and he fervently hoped John
Law wouldn’t accost him and give
him a dressing down. No sooner had
Hank

hoped

it

wouldn’t

happen,

than a squad car screamed to the
curb twenty feet ahead and let out
four heavily-armed
policemen to
block his path. Pedestrians scrambled for the edge of the curb and
lined the building fronts to witness
the impending drama. Hank halted
his snarling charge within five feet
of the officers, who had leveled their

rifles by this time. Very innocently,

street quickly, then Blackie would
be on the receiving end of a dose
of lead poisoning. Hank’s explanation of his walk and his destination

only brought grimaces and “Is that
so’s” from the police. As a result of
several minutes of heated discussion,
it was decided to take the panther
to the Club by going straight down
the middle of the street—with a

police escort to guarantee safety.
Then it happened! Kali sprang!!!
Hank,
gripping
the leash, was
thrown

torn

off balance,

his arm

almost

from its socket by the lunge
. a policeman was bowled over

. the panther bounded

up the

sidewalk . . . people scurried in all

directions . . . the cat disappeared
into the open door of a department
store . . . seconds
later, people
dashed out screaming.

It had

happened

Hank and the
and paralyzed.

fast

that

police stood
Recovering

so

agog
from

their astonishment, the officers were

afraid to shoot lest, in the confusion, they hit a pedestrian. Paramount in each man’s mind was the

Hank asked, “What’s the trouble?”

possible fate of those shoppers

Gruffly, the police sergeant told
Hank that he should know what the

the store. Hank and the police, galvanized to action, raced to the door

trouble

in time

Hank

was,

didn’t

and

get

furthermore

the

cat

off

if

the

to see a
(Continued

in

startling picture.
on

page

22)

stead of being always on the move—
as an

adventurer

had been

usually

is. Hank

thinking a lot lately of

settling down; a good paying job
with “Sam”
(as everyone called
him) would suit him just fine.

Maybe he’d ask Sam for a job when
this deal was over...

.

Interrupted constantly by the
tugging on the chain leash, Hank
finally lost thought of the future
and settled back to being an alert
escort. The women among the pedestrians were extra cautious and
an occasional stifled scream broke
the hum of whispers. Hank’s doubt
about the safety of this undertaking
November, 1949

<a
Illustrated

by

Virginia

fe) aN
MacMillan
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MEETING

THE

DEADLINE

By Gee Byrd
@As I slowly climb the narrow
stairs to my cluttered garret my
thoughts wander to one important
point—how much does it cost for
the installation of an escalator? My
feet’s a-killin’ me! I sit down at my
work table, the faint (450 watt)
light of a single, shadeless bulb
flickering weakly. The one word
ever-present in my mind appears.
This time it comes as a huge neon
sign with vari-colored, flashing arrows pointing it out . . . “deadline.”
I must meet the Exponent’s deadline. We must bear our burdens if

we would see Damascus. Hellas!
And as I sit there gently napping,
comes a tapping, gently rapping at
my office door (I hope it’s not that

raven again), and in waltzes my colleague,
Funk

one

Elmer

Q.

Funk.

Mr.

is an artiste, a finger painter

with all the necessary inhibitions.
He comes in bearing gifts like the
Magi: a roll of salami, two large

dill pickles, a loaf of French bread,
and five pounds of caramel
(his only extravagance). He

corn
tells

me of a new novel, and begins read-

ing it aloud

while I prepare

the

banquet. It seems this book, entitled “Ten Ways to Complete
Chaos,” was authored by a friend of
Funk’s, one Freemon J. Clank, a
member of the fourth estate. Elmer
tells me one on this Clank! it seems
he secretly collects Red Ingle records and empty bushel baskets.
With the steady monotone of
Funk’s raspy voice numbing my
mind,

I pull out my

faithful Under-

wood and begin my assignment.
But no, at this point I must patiently feed Elmer the corn, kernel by
kernel, since he reads in one position only—that of standing on his
head, Yogi style. As he drones on
I tune in my crystal set, adjust the
earphones, and hear the nasalvoiced commentator giving an intimate glimpse into the life of a wellknown
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debutante:

“She’s

blonde,

she’s lovely, she’s engaged, she uses
soap!” But I care not for her health’s
habits.
By this time another rapping is
heard upon my door and who
should appear but good old St. Nick
and eight tiny reindeer. (You know,
for some reason that doesn’t seem
to fit here. Let’s try it again.) And
who should appear but Arnold, the
musician. He_ enters playing his
zither—“La Cumparsita” is the tune
this time. This in English means
something about compensation (unemployment) and happens to be
his theme. He enters with much
hand-clasping and hilarity. Now this
hilarity is a small fellow with a

much remorse we shake hands all
around. With tear-stained eyes I
bid them a fond farewell; I rush to
the window and watch for them to
come out of the building. Ah, there
they are, they’re looking back now.
They’re stooping to the gutter to
pick up some rocks. And now they
are tossing them up at me as I
lean out of the window. Such good,
good friends. How fortunate | am!
Sniff!
By now they are gone and I sit
down once again at the Underwood,
insert the paper, and wrack my
brain for something to write. Someone is tapping, gently rapping, at
the door again. This time it is the
raven. But I haven’t time to entertain

him

now;

MS

Sf:

The musician rushes over to Elmer

has

in

mind,

fellow

is

a

trifle

slow,

I

But

alas,

the

time

has

come

oe

Torme

MOnk

Meineke

Tony Kramer
JoHnny Callahan
EmEry Csizma
Ray MUnger
Lou CaNnarozzi
Joe BanlIster
Gail EVerman
BerniE

Hoge

Rip West
Rip JaneSzak
Dick Payne
ArT Bok

but

BobbY

Russ

Arnzen

ScOtt
Fran

Quinn

Dick Campbell
ChArley Mudd
BuckY

Weaver

CleT Oberst
Bob Oppenheim

to

to a close.
take leave
They don
and with

ae

ANSWER!

Bob

plays a mean triangle when we
finally get warmed up. He is so
versatile he can double on the sticks
when called upon to do so. We beat
out some be-bop, and then a cowboy tune for me (the latter striking
a note of nostalgia and causing tears
to fill my eyes).
draw our friendly evening
Arnold and Elmer must
of my humble abode.
their propeller beanies

eae

Bill Gutbrod
Danny O’Brien

beat him to the punch and ask the
musician myself. “Arnold,” I say,
“leave us form our little ensemble
and make like King Cole.” With
much excitement in the air I
scamper to find our instruments. I
am quite proud of my ability to
play the comb and cigarette paper,
and I happen to be the undisputed
champion of our set. Now this
Funk

like

GeorGe Daly
Ernie Wledemann
Don WaRning
“KilLer” Kilbane
Bill Saelzler

and greets him with a_ brotherly
Eskimo kiss (all the rage in our set
this year) and proceeds to devour
a dill pickle. Funk throws the volume awry and giggles enchantingly.
he

make

Jack Wagner
Jerry VanderHorst
LeRoY Ka-Ne

vest. But s’posin’ we move on to
Arnold and leave hilarity for later.

what

must

SR
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black cookie-duster and a checkered

Knowing

I

Portia and face life.

Bill LaNge
—Tula
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*
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*
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Salutes . .

in

One

way

or

another.

place like home”—aye,
THE UNIVERSITY

tub,

PLAYERS

sofar as the University
concerned,

distinction by vir-

or
of

@If great oaks from little acorns
grow, then the University Players
are rapidly achieving shade-tree
status. Going into its fourth season,
the group has in that comparatively
short span of existence risen to note-

heights

circles.

Any

in local

player

will

dramatic
solemnly

agree that at least two-thirds of the

Creation

Players

are

occurred

in

September of 1946. Mr. John I. McGrath, Assistant Professor of
Speech, assumed directorship of the
school’s dramatic group. In those
days, the organization was known as
the Thespians; the name clung tenaciously, albeit unofficially, to it
through the 1946-47 season. Actually, though,

the University Play-

ers became such in the hectic fall
of three years past.

organization is continually going in
circles, dramatic or otherwise, at any
given time. This remark goes hand-

Vagrancy was rampant—if there
is such an expression. The Players

in-hand with one passed by a faculty

or even to post notices. The gym—
a building that has been around
almost as long as Player Gil Stovicek—was used to keep scenery.

member,

who,

in

a

tone

of

in-

credulity mixed with plain observation, said,

“Honest

to Betsy,

there

are more characters in that outfit
than in any other on campus.” One
glance at the group’s roster will confirm that statement. But suppose we
try to find just how and why the
Players get that way.
Always, there’s an “in the beginning” or a “once upon a time.” In-

had

no place to meet,

to rehearse,

Few organizations have been subjected to such an ugly-duckling attitude as the Players were. Father

Charles Collins realized their worth,
and fought tooth-and-nail for a
home for the wayward Macbeths.
Finally, they were regarded as a
necessary evil, and given assistance

Scene from

November, 1949

there

was

no

there’s the
home.

The

and

the

swollen

enroll-

ment ate up all available space for

tue of meritorious academic
social service to the students
this institution.)

worthy

for

actuality,

(This is the first of a series of
articles saluting campus organizmeriting

the

Student Union was a year from an

By John Kelly

ations

But

group still wailed its theme song,
“Be it ever so humble, there’s no

“Lady

classroom use.

How the Players ever tripped
through that first year is not clearly
understood,

even

at this time. Pos-

sibly in later moons, the survival of
the organization in that Dawn Age
will go down in history beside the
erection of the Pyramids, the invention of the airplane, and the
Lost Battalion in France. Let it suffice to say that Franz Werfel’s
“Song of Bernadette,” and Moliere’s “The Miser” were presented
in that school year, under gruelling

and

(to say the least)

frustrating

conditions.
After registration in the fall of
1947, the Players were much more
of an organization than before. A
set of rules governing life and death
in

the

group

was

formulated,

an

Executive Committee established,
and a home—a barren back-room
in the
then-unfinished
Student
Union—was remorsefully set aside
for “them actors.” Three plays were
mapped out for the year’s production. The room in the Union taken

of Fatima”
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uver by the group was to have been
a cafeteria,

and

accordingly,

some

changes had to be—and were—
made. One restroom, for example,
lost its identity and became the
property room, to be crammed full
of wicker picnic-baskets, boxes of
nails, the Crux Ansata, table runners, forty-two playing cards, assorted cans of paint, old khaki trousers
(tipped in the seat), two wooden
swords, candles, and later, three

packages of Piedmont cigarettes.
People are still talking—favorably

—about the first play of the 1947-48
season.

The

Players

frolicked

through Thurber’s “The Male Animal,” and brought down

the house

in the process. A huge black cigar,
closely followed by Bob (ThreeLine) Dawson and his baton, completely disrupted the second act. Bob
fired the laugh heard round the
town, for an S.R.O. sign was hung

the addition
representing
tions.

McGrath’s

“Berkeley Square”

(one of its few

costume plays) in February. So deep
was the plot that every once in a

while someone

comes around

confesses

“Saaay,

drift

of

that

deal.

But

to

sophisticated

satisfaction

of

theater-goers. Rolling into high gear,
and lubricated with Annette Anduze’s spiced essence of grape, the
group gave “Our Town” on a
scenery-bare stage, with tremendous
impact. Hardly had the wheels
slowed from the Wilder story than
they were set in motion again for
what eventually became the pin-

nacle of success for the Players’ efforts —a_ six-performance presentation of Fr. Urban Nagle’s “Lady
of Fatima.” Although only four performances were originally scheduled,

interest necessitated

giving

two more. The resultant strain, un-

for the group, had its

after-effects—various individuals are
trying yet to make up homework assignments, stray pieces of Portuguese costume are occasionally discosmetic crates, and Jack Sheridan
is periodically accused of still seeing

Everything that could happen

1 and

a

Squay-uh’

now—wha’

hop-

(un-

scheduled) during a play did happen. Doors obstinately refused to
open at crucial moments, a stage
policeman lost his voice somewhere
Acts

the

covered in desk drawers and behind

got

pen?”
To wind up the year, “Ramshackle Inn”—one of the most hilarious farces to hit the boards—
was turned loose on local audiences.

between

tried

the

I finally

‘Bahkley

really

and

3, cast

mem-

bers pulled doors instead of pushing
them and almost toppled the set,
murder weapons broke unexpected-

ly, and the key to a pair of handcuffs became lost, strayed, or stolen.

During that summer, Player John
Cavanaugh—now at St. Gregory’s
Seminary—occupied
most of his

waking hours with painting a gargantuan mural on the back wall of

quota;

applicants

visions of people walking across the
wall. A fourth play for the season

social

committee,

headed

Hallowe’en masquerade dance have
already slipped into memory, with a
Christmas party in the offing: Most
Players are quick to recall instances
springing from the aforementioned
activities—John Bohman consuming
what was, at last report, a whole
vat of baked beans; Joyce Rhoads’
Egyptian mummy Hallowe’en costume affecting a severe case of gaposis; Director John (Blanchard)

McGrath

rocketing

for a called-back

over

Mickey Stauffer showing up the
gitls by baking, icing, and serving
two quick-to-disappear cakes.
Some of the members have decided to further their study of dramatics by attending special schools

pertinent to the subject. Ex-Players
Helen Vlahos and Bill Fisch enrolled at the Northwestern University School of Speech; Tom Al
dredge, who appeared in all of last

year’s plays, is now taking his cues

total to more than it has ever been,

at the Goodman Memorial Theater
in Chicago.
At present, the Joseph’s-coat personalities comprising the University
Players are hard at work with hammer and tongs (literally and figuratively) on at least three one-act
plays to be produced for any groups
desirous of using them. Overshadowing the one-acts in the matter of
feverish activity, though, are the rehearsals and scenery-construction for
the year’s first play. A rollicking

though the organization has grown
by leaps and bounds each season.
A new Executive Committee was

will be given for not one, not
two, but three performances, on De-

installed

cember

was contemplated, but time ran out

and the project was abandoned.
When school opened two months
ago the group conducted an intensive drive to secure replacements for
the members lost via graduation.
The response was overwhelming.
Approximately sixty new applicants
attended the initial meeting, and
this number combined with the
thirty-odd “old” Players raised the

in office,

two

members—

comedy entitled “Jenny Kissed Me,”
9,

10

and

11

at

Art

Institute. Within a week or 50,
members of the group will descend
on the campus like a plague of loendeavering

other wall. Unknowingly refusing to
quit while he was ahead, John returned this vacation to sweat over

mittee handles all the headaches of
management, on or off stage. One of

year)

in every home. And
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the

Harold Moots and George Uher—
being appointed by the director, and
three others—Secretary Joyce

custs,

and _ individual

in a

hotly-contested football game; and

Rhoads, Ned Cofer, and John Kelly

room,

the goal

touchdown

—elected by the group. This com-

Players’

scenes

by

Joanne Combs, whose function it is
to plan picnics, parties, and dances

from all the plays on an-

the

in

excess of that figure were placed on
the ever-growing waiting list.
‘The green light has been given to

within the group. A picnic and a

Players

precedented

unreal

fre-

the

comedy,

the

the

and

a

public

presented

minions,

organization down to the authorized

fifty:member

quent visitors to the room, are lavish
in their praise of the work of the
pigment Picasso.
Last year’s agenda started off with
Noel Coward’s “Blithe Spirit,” as

out on the Sunday performance.
Switching to something different,
group

of three more panels
the 1948-49 produc-

the first chores was to whittle the

to

put

a

ticket

in every hand and four plays (this
the Uni-

versity Players are just the people
to do it.
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HIGHLIGHTS

OF

NORTHERN

OHIO AS SEEN

The Relic Chapel ranks with distinctive European

ON

A TOUR

shrines

By BILL HULSOPPLE
@ Ohio has always struck me as a
land of enchantment. There are so
many things to see here. ‘There is a
semblance of the past mixed with
the present as well as a particle of
the future.
One afternoon some friends took
me on a little tour North of Dayton. Up until that time I had never
seen tobacco fields. That day I saw
plenty of them. In the region
around Painters Creek, Ohio, we
paused to watch workers in the
field who were cutting and racking
the leaves. The workers themselves
paused in a rather amusing way, and
seemed to be asking us if we had
never seen anyone cut tobacco before. The truth of course was that
I hadn’t. This was different from
cornpicking in Iowa, wheat combining in Kansas, or grape harvesting in California. But how many
people ever stop to think about
that? There were a great number of
tobacco farms in that region. When
the leaves were cut they were hung

vertically on horizontal bars. These
bars were then placed in the barns

in as many levels as the barn could
afford. The barns were different
themselves

from

seen out West.

all

those

I had

Those barns had

many open slits in the sides to let in

the air. In Oklahoma

or Texas a

barn of that nature would have been
wrecked long ago by the not too
infrequent cyclones or high gales.

This part of Ohio was also wellknown for the Dunkards who live
there. It seemed strange to see the
latest (1949) automobile rush over
the highway—only to meet a horsedrawn buggy which the Dunkards
apparently consider good enough
for any necessary travel. These people epitomize simplicity in the first
degree. The men wear long beards,
black suits, white shirts, black ties,
and short-crowned broad-brimmed
black hats. The women on the
other hand wear conservative grey
or blue dresses with matching bonnets.
It is on the road toward Minster,

Ohio, that you can see the house
in which Annie Oakley was born.
It seemed strange to find the house
inhabited (a stone marker was near
the driveway). I guess Ohio has always had a housing shortage though
—just ask anyone from Kentucky
or Tennessee. A little further down
the road was the cemetery in which
both she and her husband are
buried. They both

died in 1926.

In this section of Ohio you also

come to the Wooden Shoe Country (made famous by Wooden Shoe
Beer), and then you finally come
to that section near Minster itself
known as the Holy Land of Ohio.
They boast a church every mile!
It was in a little town by the
name of Maria Stein, however,
where the greatest discovery was
made. The Sisters of the Precious
Blood have a convent there. We
drove around the grounds and
looked at the neat arrangement of
the few buildings. It was here that
we visited the Relic Chapel. ‘There
was something about the chapel, as
I entered it that took my breath
away. I know my eyes must have
opened wide, and my heart seemed
to sing with joy. I have no idea
now of the size of the chapel, but
it seemed no larger than an ordinary room in a_ housing-project
home. A nun asked us to step up to
the altar where the relics would be

explained. There was another nun
in front of the altar explaining each
of the relics. The nun smiled as she

spoke. She seemed

completely

happy. She carefully reiterated that
the

relics

were

not

to be

adored,

but to be venerated. The collection
of holy relics in that chapel compose one of the most “singularly
rich treasury of relics” in America.
The relic chapel is ranked with the

distinctive shrines in Europe. The
part

of

the

high

altar

which

is

For the first time that day I also
saw one of the old mills in opera-

called

tion. I’ve seen Grist Mill in Dayton

Surrounding this are relics of the

at the Carillon

Crib, Cradle, Garment,
per Table, Pillar, Crown

Park, but

the land-

scaping and fresh paint made it
seem more like a reproduction. I'd

heard about a mill supposedly in
operation in nearby Yellow Springs,

with

the

tabernacle

particles

is centered

of the True

Cross.

Last Supof Thorns,

Winding Sheet and Holy Sepulchre.
On both the Gospel and Epistle
sides were the upper, lower, and

but I have never seen it. I think
the old water mills still fascinate the

middle groups of relics. There were
also relics on the left and right

young and old alike for from these
humble beginnings have grown the
giant turbines of today.

cult to tell the number

November,

1949

sides of the Tabernacle.

It is diffi-

of relics

(Continued on page 23)
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FOR MEN ONLY ... A NEW TECHNIQUE

lete

some

methods

of
of

the

most

old.

For

successful

instance,

the

“drag-’em-off-by-the-hair” custom of
the caveman is no longer feasible
because our ladies wear their hair

By Jim McGarry

much shorter and, in addition, fash-

@ Ah, my young swain, why do
you shuffle through these happy
university halls with such a_saddened look on your handsome face?
At times, when a certain young
lady passes, I notice you lift your
head, attempt to smile, but then,
as she swishes by without a nod
of recognition, melancholy douses
your countenance again. You need
not answer why. I know the signs
well! You are in love, but . . . alas

. like so many others, you are
havi ing difficulty with your “affaire
d’amour.” Your heart thumps out a
tempo of love but from your enchantress there comes no returning
echo. Your sweetened words of affection must die unuttered, because

their intended target turns her tiny
ear

elsewhere.

Indeed,

yours

is

a

sad case, but take heart, it is by no
means hopeless! Harken unto my
words and perhaps soon, Cupid, recovering his eyesight, will at your

direction wound with love the object of your ebullient heart. Do not
shake your head in despair and
mumble

you

need

to know.

return

anew

to

Now! Now! Control yourself! I
know that you’re anxious to know
more, so let go of my lapels and I
will continue. As I mentioned before, a change of technique is un-

questionably

the solution

to your

problem. Basing my words on numerous years of adventuresome research, I will sketch for you a number of reliable techniques, which although not guaranteed, have

achieved a phenomenal amount of
success. Attesting also to their value
is the fact that they have all received the seal of approval of ‘The
International Association of Cassanovas. Consider
them
carefully.
Select one

or combination

thereof,

practice your new guise diligently,
then at an opportune moment
spring your new personality on that
lady fair. Be prepared to catch her,
should she swoon immediately, but
don’t be too impatient. Allow her
amount

of time, then,

switch, not to Calverts, but to one

merely involves the question of
“technique.” A tactful change of approach on your part can easily bring
the bluebird of happiness fluttering down to perch forever on your

take heed

man

however, if she still fails to respond,

Your

problem, as in most cases, no doubt

shoulder. Therefore,

a wiser

a reasonable

low, but listen and I'll tell

all you

armor;

the fray, this time to conquer that
demure young damsel.

of

my advice, sheathe yourself in new

of the other techniques and attack
again.

So with preliminaries completed,
we can now consider just
styles of approach “to a new
are apropos today. Of course,
ern conditions have rendered

what
love”
modobso-

ionable nylons aren’t as rugged as
were dinosaur skins. Distressfully
too, the passing of decades and dobbin has stopped forever the romantic medieval practice of stealing the
maiden away from the castle on a

lustrous white charger. The

“sere-

nade-beneath-her-balcony”
is
outmoded also. The only balconies left
today

are

those

of

the

theaters,

where the audience would care little for the competition of your voice
with that of Crosby. On the other
hand, if you do fancy yourself as
the troubadour type, you might recall that Margaret (who is somewhat of a singer herself) is still
available, and that her papa, Harry
T., recently added a new portico
(perhaps hopefully) to his Washington abode.
Hence, since the modes of yore
can only be discussed and not
utilized,

we

had

best

turn

our

at-

tention to the better techniques of
the modern era. First, since your

adored one has not surrendered to
your present sad-eyed approach, you

might try the “push-her-in-the-face”
system as typified on the screen by
Humphrey Bogart. You will have to
be rough and mean! Nevertheless, if
that young lady has been waiting

for a man who would show his supremacy and evidence that he could
protect her feminine frailness, this
is the one that will turn the trick.
However, you will have to do a great
deal of home-practicing in front of
the mirror before you can convincingly launch this technique publically. Your sneer will need to be
realistic, your sarcasm biting and
your cigarette not too long. This is
a highly favored method, but must
be perfected before being attempted. Used amateurishly it sometimes
has dire results, especially if her

ladyship

outweighs

you

or knows

judo.
Next,

if you would prefer to be

the rougher
Illustration
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by

Sue

Pohlmeyer

_ —

type of lover but on a

(Continued

on page

21)
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FROM SMOLDERING

RUINS AROSE THE U. OF D. OF TODAY
By E.H. KAY

@ When Father Leo Meyer bought
the Stuart farm at Dayton he was
fully decided to open a boarding

when it was named St. Mary’s Institute. It resumed its original name

school

chartered as the University of Dayton. This change of name indicates
in a way, the development of the
institution, especially during the last
half century.
The growth of the school was
slow at the start. Opposition developed, rumors circulated that the
Brothers were ready to abandon the
enterprise, and pastors advised
parents not to send their boys to

as the

Bishop

of Cincin-

nati had recommended. Assured
that a colony of three Brothers was
on its way to Dayton and that
Father Bryon, a young Irish clergyman, who had recently entered the
diocese would be delegated as a
teacher of English, Father Meyer
drew up a prospectus for a boarding

school

and

submitted

it

to

the

bishop. This prospectus appeared
for several weeks in the Catholic
Telegraph, the diocesan paper, edited by Reverend Edward Purcell,
the Bishop’s brother.
After listing the courses offered,
it is interesting to read that “board
and tuition is $18 per quarter;
tuition for day students is $3.00 per

quarter.

The

scholastic

year

will

open on the first Tuesday of September and close on the last ‘Tuesday of July.”
A few Catholic families of Dayton importuned Father Meyer to
open a school at once; he acceded
to their request, although but a
few weeks remained of the school
year. Fourteen boys from Dayton
were enrolled and classes were held

in the frame building on the vine-

yard hill.
The first official academic _session opened in September with a
dozen boys attending. Brother Maximin Zehler and Father Byron could
easily take care of this number. The
first boarding student enrolled was
Joseph Greulich, who remained five
years at the school. At the outbreak of the Civil War he enlisted
in the Navy and rose to the rank
of lieutenant. Later he became the
leading druggist at Appleton, Wisconsin.

He

died

at

Bartletsville,

Oklahoma (then Indian territory),
where he had gone as resident manager for the oil interests of his

younger brother.

November,
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College

and

finally, in 1920 it was

the school. The fact that the Broth-

ever. But hard luck seemed to haunt

ers were not fully conversant with
English, conveyed the idea that the
school was for boys of German descent and in those days, these boys
seldom continued their education

the new institution. There was the
business depression of 1854-1855.

after they had received their First
Holy Communion, usually at the
age of thirteen. Some thought that
Catholics only were admitted, and

that the doors were closed to the
sons of native and wealthier nonCatholic families.
Despite these obstacles and
rumors,

friends

true

and

tried,

ad-

vised to hold on and continue. One
such was Father Stephen Badin, the
celebrated missionary who for more
than fifty years was active in the
missionary fields of Kentucky, Indiana and Illinois. ‘Then, there was
Mr. Henry Ferneding, a friend in-

until

1871

The

season was bad, rivers ran dry,

the canal passing through Dayton
could not be used. Prices went
soaring, the cost of provisions
doubled, and work grew scarce. In
the midst of this general disaster,
the principal of the debt on the
farm

fell due,

but

Mr.

Stuart

was

prevailed upon to extend the time

of payment. However, the worst was
yet to come; a disaster was in store
for the struggling institution which

nearly overwhelmed it.

In the early morning

of Decem-

ber 2, 1855, fire destroyed the Stuart

mansion and the newly erected addition, leaving the Brothers without

home or shelter. It was one o’clock
in the morning when the fire was

who

discovered in a small shed east of

merits the everlasting gratitude of
the Society. His prestige, his influ-

were awakened—it must have been

deed,

if there

was

one,

and

ence, his resources, his benefactions

were constant
ment to the
Nazareth. He
the end, ever
way possible.

sources of encouragesadly tried colony at
remained a friend to
ready to aid in any
He watched with in-

terest the development of the institution until his death in 1905, at the

ripe old age of 93. His sons inherited this active interest and love
for the Society.
Despite the local opposition, the

boarding department developed and

The school was generally known

as St. Mary’s

in 1912

The number of boarding students
continued to increase and local antipathy gradually subsided. ““There
are 44 of us in the dining room,
the house is as full as an egg,” wrote
one of the pioneers. There was no
room for more and a new building
was projected for the following year.
In the spring of 1854 ground was
broken for a two-story addition to
the south of the Stuart mansion and
by September it was under roof.
There was an increased enrollment
and the future looked brighter than

in January,

1853, there were twenty

resident and over thirty day scholars.

the building. The boarding students

a loud, deep-toned handbell that
could rouse twenty-six healthy
youngsters from the deepest depths
of slumber. No word of caution, no

invitation to hurry, no whiff of
smoke alerted them to the danger;
they dressed languidly and lined up,

ready for the morning ablutions at

the pump-trough in the yard. Then
they were told about the fire, but
there was no immediate danger. The
boys remained cool and calm and

under supervision commenced the
work of salvage. The dormitory was
(Continued

on

page

21)
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| INTERVIEWED

AUBREY

TOTTER

Betty asked who her best friends
were and she answered, “Ava Gard-

ner and June Allyson. Earlier in the

By Mary Lou Gehring
@“Miss Totter, I’d like you to
meet—.” That was the beginning.
It was all informal and friendly, and
it seemed only natural that Audrey
Totter should say warmly, “I’m delighted, Mary Lou. I suppose this
luncheon will start any minute
now.”

Audrey was, I judged, about five
feet three, and her blue eyes danced
when she smiled. “A typical Irish
colleen,” I said to myself. And as
she told me later, “Irish? of course.”

note. One remark, indicative of Miss

least one of these was a chat with
Audrey, and though I wasn’t in the

office at the time, certain people

That was the first time I really
had any “first hand” information
about the girl who is one of this
year’s outstanding candidates for

stardom, the girl who was coming
to Dayton to speak on behalf of the
Community Chest and who had
spent the past month entertaining
in Veterans’ hospitals.
Then

suddenly

it was

Monday,

October 24, and I was talking to
Audrey Totter in the dining room
of the Biltmore Hotel. Earlier in
the morning she had been “curled
up” (one row of brown curls turned
clockwise,

the

next

wise

the

result

and

counter

a

clock-

“romantic

coiffure )and at 10:30 she held a
press conference at which she very
patiently answered all sorts of ques-

tions about herself, Hollywood, poli-

tics, and—men.

We talked a little and were interrupted many times by those who

wanted to meet the M-G-M star.
During those interruptions I had
time to notice her good-looking
black

suit and

black

satin

hat

with

for her pretty

face.

she could

“T want
At last the Women’s Press Club
and the various men guests man-

aged to get to the tables and the
luncheon got underway the same
as many others I had attended. During the meal Audrey told us that
she had been traveling all over the

south for the past month, visiting
veterans’ hospitals. She remarked
again and again about the wonderful care the boys receive. Then, with
a little catch
“You know,

in her voice she said,
some of them have

been there for five years, some since
the Spanish American War. But it’s

always good to talk to them. They
have such courage.”
After lunch May and I took her to
WING for a radio appearance and

then to WONE

where she was in-

terviewed by Betty Ann

Horstman.

Audrey told Betty that the splendid
co-operation of the young people in
civic enterprises was heartening and
showed that the younger generation
“isn’t so bad after all.” She stressed
the importance of
Community

Chest work and told the listening
audience that she had taken an
active

part

in campaigns

at Joliet,

the saucy feathers that did all sorts

Illinois (her home), and in Hollywood.
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the

do.

“After all,” she said,

to do anything

Community

Chest.”

I| can for

At

that

moment I was convinced that Audrey Totter was as co-operative and
generous as I had been told she was.
May and I went along to her suite
and as I sat in its beige and green
splendor, I felt just as much at ease
as if I had been talking to movie
stars for years. Audrey is just that
kind of person. She has that quality
of making people feel she is really

interested in them.
We

talked about U. D. and she

confided to me that she hoped to
start work soon for a degree at either
University

of

Southern

California

or UCLA. She said, “You know I

of nice

things

As we were returning to the hotel
the conversation took on a serious
Totter’s attitude toward life and
people, and the remark I best remember was, “There is a great deal
all of us can do to foster tolerance.
There will be no peace until all
men learn to respect all other men,
regardless of their race or beliefs.”
When we finally arrived at the
Biltmore, and I was quite sure
Audrey was even more tired than I,
she asked if there was anything else

For two weeks the Public Relations Department of the Community Chest had been buzzing with
activity. Mrs. May Meranda, public
relations director (and my boss!),
was on the phone at least forty
times making arrangements for
Miss Totter’s stay in Dayton. At

told me that “she sounded awfully
nice.”

day she told Henrietta Medlock of
The Daily News staff, “No, I’m
not married. It’s no disgrace to be a
career woman.” That is a direct
quotation from the charming girl
with ten years’ experience in radio,
stage and movies.

always wanted to be a teacher of
dramatics. If the cards hadn’t fallen
as they did I would probably be
teaching right now, and eventually
I hope to do just that. So, you see,
I’m really going to need a degree,
which combined with my practical
experience, should help me be a

truly good teacher.”
When I asked her if she would
give me a statement exclusively for
the students here, she said, “Tell
your friends at U. D. that there is

nothing more important today than
(Continued

on

Page

22)
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part of the common life, not something the world cannot quite understand.”
Mrs.

Burton’s

book

is good

many of them are yet today to be
carried out.
The author gives us the social setting and the characters influencing
Chaminade. In his turn Chaminade
brought new Christian life to those
around him and started two religious orders to carry out his plans
as inspired by the Virgin Mary.

to

read. She could be one of our
friends and she invites us to share
her life with her—she is worth knowing.

THE
By

NEXT

THING

Katherine

Burton.

New

York.

Longmans, Green, 1949.

style. Her early life till her marriage
a

newspaper

man

was

spent

mostly in Cleveland. Childhood
reminiscences are neither too numerous nor exaggerated but provide
background for her future experiences. One thing she traces from

her earliest girlhood is her contact
with religion but it did not become
a personal love of God till much
later.
Her marriage brought her into
newspaper work and into editorship
with McCall’s Magazine and Red
Book. After her conversion to Catholicism

she was invited

APOSTLE

By Katherine

The author of Chaminade gives
us another biography, this time her
own life, in a personal, dignified
to

CHAMINADE,
MARY

to edit a-

woman’s page in the Sign magazine,
the leading Catholic periodical today.

Burton.

OF

Father Chaminade isn’t presented
as in a vacuum. All around him is
the everyday life against which he

Milwaukee,

struggled to do the work of God.

Bruce, 1949.

You know
are

your

Nor

the Marianists. They

teachers,

deans,

and

is he

about
little;

li-

example.
The early history of the two societies he founded is given in some
detail explaining why the Marianists
are that way. Men he chose worked
against him but Chaminade’s vision
and careful preparation carried the

or worker? Why do they live together combining all their labors
for the running of your University?

The

answer

to

these

here

in

life

of

the

questions is
their

founder,

William Joseph Chaminade.

societies over difficult times.

This French priest, who died just
one hundred years ago, was of ex-

Read

this life. You

tion, too, for the work of his hands.

*

*

WOULDN'T
RUSS

*

IT BE STRANGE

were an Irishman instead of

CYNTHIA
BOB

*

*

IF—

were a carpenter instead of

were a Parker instead of

as

found in His church. Difficulties
there are: points of faith, friends
lost, responsibilities increased; but all

is nothing except to be in the household of the faith.
With Mrs. Burton we meet many
prominent personages in American

Catholic

life, the

hierarchy,

and

especially those who see Christ in
His poor as Catherine de Hueck and
Harlem’s poverty, Sisters of many
orders caring for the sick, and those
teaching children. She impresses on

her

readers

November,

that

1949

“Catholicism

is

BILL were a bromo instead of

a SMITH?

a SCHAEFER?

JACK
RIP

a SAELZLER?

were a stay-at-home instead of

MARIANNE

were a
a lamb

*

a SCOTT?

were

of God

in-

new even for an age of revolution;

owned factories instead of MILLS?

the presence

find

spiration in Chaminade — apprecia-

LOIS

without

will

traordinary stature. His ideas were

DON

is missing

cares
does

Brother or Priest; teacher, preacher,

such a life as successful editor, wife

something

those

he
he

he leads others by persuasion and

DAN

mother,

to

are they that way—

brarians. Why

The reason for writing this book
apparently is not to relate the story
of a busy life but to show how in
and

domineering

him. For himself,
but for the work

a ROMER?

bun instead of a ROLL?
instead of

a SHEPHERD?

and BOB were Canada Drys instead of WAGNERS.
went

east instead

BROTHER
ERNIE

a rocky boat instead of

were

GEORGE
CHARLEY
JOYCE

a key instead of

MARY

a STONEBARGER?

a LOCKE?

were weekly

instead of DALY?

had money

instead of MUDD?

walked on streets instead of RHOADES?

JOE were a staircase instead of
BUCKY

a ROSE?

a WIEDEMANN?

were a board instead of a CSIZMA?

were

BILL

of WEST?
lily instead of

were a Schlitz instead of

EMERY
PAT

AL were a

were

a tailor

instead

a BANISTER?
of

a WEAVER?

were subtle instead of FRANK?

*

*

*

*

*

*
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Editerial

Comment

THANKSGIVING

tics and

@ What are you thankful for? Ask yourself that
question, and observe the reply. If you are an average

American, you will say “I am thankful for the right
to speak and worship as I please—I am grateful because
I live in the United States.”
Sounds trite doesn’t it? (Before the shouts of
“Red” and “Uncle Joe” are raised—a fate befalling anyone who nowadays says the slightest thing that might
possibly be construed as un-American—pray hear us
out.) For years, editors have been putting the same
hackneyed combinations of words, under the guise of
Thanksgiving messages, before the eyes of the reading
public of this country. Quite possibly, people have

reached the saturation point. Not that this editorial
will bring a new common-denominator to treating the
topic of “Why I Am Thankful At Thanksgiving’—

but there can always be a fresh approach to an old
problem
It has struck us that there is too much emphasis
attributed to the geographical and economic elements
in the spoken and written word pursuant to Thanksgiving. These are important factors, but they should
not inundate the many others—these will be taken up
presently. Granted, that our early settlers gave thanks
for a place in which to live free from oppression, for

a well-stocked larder, and for the opportunity to pursue
individual ambitions. To tell the Almighty that we are
grateful for our freedom (preserved through six major
wars), Our success (manifest by the style in which we
live), our abundance of life’s comforts (almost anything in our way of life will attest to this)—all this
is part of our heritage, unchanged since those bleak

days in New England three centuries ago. Topped off
by a Lucullan banquet, this is the popular conception
of Thanksgiving. But do we stop to consider the little
things so often forgotten and so frequently taken for
granted, for which we should first and foremost raise
our hearts and souls in gratitude?
Little things? Such as what? Little things such as

the gifts of sight, speech, hearing, walking, breathing
—or, to be all-inclusive, living. Try to picture your
normal existence shattered by the loss of eyesight, or
the amputation

of one or both arms

or legs. It isn’t

a pretty thought, is it? Yet the possession of these facul-
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extremities

is a matter

that

we

have

come

to

look upon as something that is owed us.
Few people realize how fortunate they are in this
respect—endowed with health and happiness, a sound
body and a sound mind. Althought it may be a trifle
extreme, visit a veterans’ hospital, or a mental institution, if you are inclined to doubt that you are lavishly
gifted by your Creator. Men who have lost arms, legs,
fingers and toes, and who have had parts of the body
replaced by steel braces and plates, can argue quite con-

vincingly that a whole man is much better off than just
part of one in the workaday world. Observation of those
who are mental cases affords a touching, tragic picture
of individuals who were once as healthy as ourselves
—now, they are but shells.
No, it is not our purpose to become morbid, and

to haul forth unpleasant details. But there are some
things that cannot be delivered with full force, as they
should be, by hamstrung innuendo. As long as we are
cognizant of what we have, perhaps it would do us well
to face the realization of what life would be like with a
succession of have-nots. ‘There are so very many things
that we experience each day of our existence that we
should not concentrate on making an obeisance—and
that on only one day of the three-hundred and sixty-five
—for certain national advantages, but should give credit
where it is due, and encompass our multitude of small
blessings in the process.
Was something said about a fresh approach to an
old problem? This writing has probably been duplicated
in different, more eloquent words in the past. Possibly

another editor felt the same channeling of the nation’s
Thanksgiving spirit into what could well amount to
political sword-waving—“we are thankful for a free
country; let us keep it that way. My country, right or
wrong.” Sufficient attention cannot help being given to
freedom in its many categories—on such a principle was
American founded—but we should not become so farsighted, looking at the general picture, that we lose perspective of our indivdual endowments. “Thank God for

small favors” is a phrase worth remembering at this
time of year especially—would
hceded it all year long.

If you are sound

of mind

that

fickle

humans

and body, then you

have all the reason in the world to offer special thanks
on the twenty-fourth of this month. For if you want to

come right down to cases—couldn’t it be worse?

_ The. Exponent

TRUMAN’S

November 4th, a year ago, witnessed the overwhelming

U.N. ADDRESS

®@ At all public ceremonies, speeches by high-ranking dignitaries are the order of the day. Recently, there
was an event at which words were of a superfluous character. The event itself was the thing. The laying of the
cornerstone of the first of the new United Nations
buildings was eloquent in symbolism.

Nothing the President of the United States or the
secretary-general of the U.N. or the president of the
General Assembly or anyone else could say could have
added greatly to, or detracted greatly from, the meaning
of the occasion.

Yet President Truman’s address put the symbolism

adoption by the General Assembly of the plan, after
it had been approved by the U.N. Atomic Energy
Commission.
Before President Truman’s outlining of the three
responsibilities can be discharged, the United Nations
must come a long way. Particular problems, such as the
ones posed by the President, and others relevant to the
treatment of and conduct toward Russia (coming partially, perhaps, under State Department jurisdiction),
and the settlement of the pathetically-snarled Chinese
situation. must be ably met and _ conscientiously
handled. The U.N. is an infant but four years old—
what child of that age can lift the front end of an auto-

into words. It steered clear of controversy and recrimination—an effective solution to the pressing problems of
today could not be approached on such occasion—but

mobile, or speak with the tongue of a Demosthenes?
But given a helping hand, the backing of all the coun-

it emphasized the things fundamental in world order

potential for accomplishing great things.

today and in the future.
That the U.N. is no

a firm stand

dry

constitu-

standard of right and justice for all nations,’ was
pointed out by the President. In addition, he stressed
particularly three necessary points to be followed by the
world government group:
(1) The necessity of basing the United Nations
and all it does on a clear, unflagging devotion to human
rights. “We believe strongly,” Mr. Truman said, “that
the attainment of basic civil and political rights for

everywhere—without regard to race,

language. or religion—is essential to the peace we are
seeking.” He emphasized freedom of information—
among other things, in his discussion of human rights.

(2)

members

and

misery

tend

to blind

men

to

the

manent peace and prosperity in the world until the
standard of living in underdeveloped areas is raised.”
In his mention of the U.N. bending its efforts to the

elevation of the living standard, Mr. Truman was referzing to his Four Point program of offering financial,
eccnomic, and technological assistance to the backward
areas. In this respect, the U.N. has already taken important steps to implement such a program.

(3) The necessity of coming to a definite and an
immediate agreement on an effective plan for control
of atomic energy. Three years ago, the President stood
staunchly in favor of the Acheson-Lilienthal-Baruch
for atomic

control

and

inspection.

At this date,

he again endorses it by saying, “We support this plan
and will continue to support it unless and until a

better and more effective plan is put forward.” Last
November, 1949

world

organization

has

the

on what constitutes

a recipe for world

—Joun KELry.

CENTENNIAL CREATIVE
CONTEST RULES

WRITING

1.

The contest embraces three fields: the short story,
the essay, and poetry.

2.

The

contest

opens

October

scripts are to be submitted

16,

1949;

all

manu-

on or before January

16. 1950.
3.

‘Three copies of each

entry are required,

two

of

which may be carbon. They must be typed and
doubled-spaced.

4.

im-

portance of political liberty and justice. The President
was emphatic in saying that “we cannot achieve per-

plan

this

man’s three “necessity” clauses.

to do everything in their power

to raise living standards in portions of the world where
poverty

and

peace, the U.N. can and will carry into effect Mr. Tru-

The necessity for all the United Nations and

component

concerned,

With co-operation among the member nations, and
skeleton of

tionalism, but “is the dynamic expression of what all
the peoples of the world desire, because it sets up a

men and women

tries

5.
6

Each entry is to be signed with a pen-name. The
contestant’s name is to be enclosed in a sealed envelope with the pen-name on the outside.
‘The contestant may choose his own theme.
The length of each entry shall be limited to not
more

than

2.500

words

for

a short

story;

1,500

words for an essay; 100 lines for poetry.

(Contestants in the field of poetry may make their
entry any one or a combination

of the following:

a sonnet, a lyric, free verse, a narrative poem;

TOTAL

the

is not to exceed 100 lines.)

Only one entry will be accepted in any field from
each contestant, except where Rule 6 applies to
poetry. However, students may submit an entry in
each field.
8. Manuscripts are to be addressed to
The Centennial Creative Writing Contest
c/o Mrs. Helen Peterson

University of Dayton
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Of

Feminine Tuterest.. .
AMERICA

THE

BOUNTIFUL

®@ Soon we'll be hearing. Pull up your chairs folks—
pitch right in. Everyone help themselves. Ask for what
you can’t reach. Bring on that roast turkey, king of the
feast—an aboriginal American.
And
sort the
keeping
Pilgrims

let us not forget the king’s saucy little concranberry (Shh) It’s a fact cranberry has been
company with the old bird since the first perky
gave thanks for their proverbial horn of plenty.

Gratitude was this courageous little band of Pilgrims’ way of raising to a maximum their enjoyments
and reducing to a minimum their worries. Often we
fail to realize how fortunate we are in having present
day opportunities such as attending college. We seldom
stop to think of the advantages our generation is entitled to in this country. So easily we forget the struggles endured to give us our freedom.
Let’s follow the example of the Pilgrims by going
to Church on Thanksgiving Day and expressing our
appreciation for our many blessings, giving thanks to

God for making us citizens of these wonderful United
—KateE Crark.
States.
°
®
®

SITTING PRETTY

will usually haul out a king-sized comb and attempt to
remodel her coiffure right in the middle of Julius
Caesar.
The squirmer type can’t sit still for more than two
and a half minutes. Listening to an interesting discourse
on the “Plasmodium Vivax” will really start them twisting and turning.
And

not without mention are the uncanny

chair

tilters who persist in jiggling up and down in the chairs
with the delicate underpinnings.
The hefty tvpes inevitably are to be found balancing themselves on the arm of a chair, and it is this
type together with the chair tilters that prove most
irksome to the professors who love their antiques.
own

If these examples have made you conscious of your
posture—for your health’s sake SIT UP AND

TAKE NOTICE!
—Ina

SLUMP.

LET’S DANCE
@ A great deal of speculation concerning the Modern
Dance Group has arisen, and so I think it only my duty,
after taking one lesson, to explain the finer points of
this art. However, just to be certain that I have all the

@ Since we take most of our classes sitting down, it
may prove interesting to analyze the various postures
seen in an average U. D. classroom.

facts, I have asked a friend of mine to give me a full
explanation. This girl’s really an authority, she has had

You will usually find the timid types sitting on the
edge of their chairs, ready to spring up and make a
quick getaway the minute the bell sounds. In direct con-

Clioty Clondoffer, my friend, uttered these few
words of wisdom. “The Modern Dance is interpretive

trast to this kind are the members of the sprawler
species who always appear in the state of complete ex-

haustion. Don’t mistake them for being philanthropic,
if you should see their books
the room.

distributed

throughout

The comfortable sitters concentrate on being entirely relaxed; usually they sleep through the entire class

period. They enjoy their siesta in complete repose—
their legs embracing the nearest chair.
Irritable students become fidgety when crossed up

on their plans. They appear to have one eye on the pro-

two lessons.

dancing, quite like ballet only it isn’t since you don’t
use your feet. On second thought you do use your feet,

in fact you use everything! No, that isn’t right either,
leave. out your facial expression—Can you twirl a book
on your head? I like it.”

After

a few

carefully

directed

questions

I dis-

covered that it isn’t twirling a book on her head that

Clioty finds so enjoyable, but Modern Dancing. Howmie

the former

probably

accounts

for the shape of

ead.
“Now the costumes,” she continued, “I suppose
we should use the correct name, uh, yes, the costumes,

fessor and the other eye on the clock.

are well, shall we say made

“J just know someone is staring at me”—is the
general opinion of the self-conscious person. ‘This one

stopped, took the book from her head and lubricated
it with grease. (I discovered later that she always does
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for the purpose.”

She

The Exponent

this to eliminate friction when she twirls the books.)
“Of course,” she further elaborated, “it all depends on

your daily confabs, where catty remarks are sometimes
made, put the beverage in a glass and propose some

the girls’ figures—how they look—in a costume, that is.”

toasts.

“As

More light was shed on the subject when she said,
for the name, it really shouldn’t be called the

Modern

Dance,

mainly

because

it isn’t modern.

Ever

heard of Salome?—Well.”

It’s really very easy to find something pleasant to
say about the people you know. Give out some verbal
bouquets now before you forget them and while your
friends can still enjoy their sweetness.

M.E.N.

Now that you have a clear, complete definition of
Modern Dance, I shall endeavor to explain the method
in acquiring the skill. It is of the utmost importance for
the dancer to be in good condition, which of course
eliminates such habits as smoking and late hours. (We
lose more members that way.) Also, to keep us in,
pardon the expression, shape, we take a few mild exercises, which include fifteen push-ups and chinning ourselves with one arm twenty-five times.
Our

instructor, realizing the necessity of practice,

devised a very ingenious method; we dance all conver-

sation spoken in class. She made this announcement by
jumping high in the air and making two points as she

dropped through the basketball loop at the far end of
the gym, the dancers’ practice field.

Here’s hoping that this account of the dilemmas
of a fine group of dancers has interested some new
prospects. Come on chillun let’s dance!

© If you really want to attract someone’s attention,
just remark, “We were talking about you the other
day.” Immediately your friend will put on a fascinated
but slightly anxious look and raise a questioning eyebrew. For, we all would like to know what others think

of us.
Oscar Wilde once said, “The only thing worse than
being talked about is not being talked about.” Of
course, there are the usual variety who claim they don’t
care what anyone thinks.
wonderful

precedent

@ [t’s time to spin a yarn about this sweater weather.
Lots of imagination plus a small cost can stretch your
basic sweater wardrobe into a host of smart ensembles.
An example of this can be found in the sweater set,
which adds up to a four-way combination. You can
wear

the cardigan

and

slip-on

as mates,

solo, or with

contrasting colored sweaters.
To really get you in the “spirit” of things, there
is the blazzer sweater, available in the U. D. colors.

This fetching style features the sculptured cable design.
There’s tweed for two in a pair of sweaters in grey
heather with multi-colored flecks. If you are tired of
seeing the conventional

Peter Pan

collar with

these

sweater styles, wearing gaily printed scarfs, bold gold
jewelry, or long twisted pearls will add different touches.
You'll be the queen of the campus, if you major in

VERBAL BOUQUETS

A

Petticoat Laue

could

be

established, if

every time an unkind remark would be made about
someone. a member of the group would immediately
pay a compliment to the person in question. Such an
action would be comparable to tossing a verbal bouquet.
This may seem a small thing to do, but too many
people get their mental exercises by jumping at conclusions.

soft angoras. This fluff stuff brings out that sweeter in
a sweater appearance. A hint from the wise coeds, who

prevent the inevitable shedding of angora by putting
these sweaters into
should be sufficient.

the

refrigerator

before

wearing,

Skeletons will never remain in your closets when
you hang up a bright, highland plaid sweater of worsted
jersey and rayon. Another jaunty jersey features rib knit
cuffs and neckline.
“Give me a sweater that I can wash and not worry
about,” are the sentiments of many busy coeds. Those
quick-drying rayon knits are their answers.
Another development of the woolen industry is the

Sanforlan Process, a non-shrinking treatment that will
keep sweaters in a “fitting” shape for extra wear.
While on the subject of knitting, now is the time
to start a pair of argyles for that certain someone on
your Christmas list.

It’s also a fact that from tiny seeds of gossip, giant

scandals will grow. Therefore it may be up to you to
use the axe to cut down any snap judgments.

VL

LLL

Instead of settling down with a saucer of milk at
November, 1949
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Sonnet

LLL

O little one with inorning-glory eyes
When

Star of the Sea
The storm-tossed sea is raging all around,
And in despair we sailors cry aloud:
“O save us Mary, Queen of ocean deep...
And in the sky a shining light appears.
A Lady,
And

sweet

crowned

and pure
with

When

of God’s most

Is standing

near

a throne

The

where

dwells

throne

”

as lily flower,

twelve

of purest
the

Precious

stars,

our

ship

Godhead,

through

heaven’s

It’s

a wonderful

gate.

Scheible

Love

thing,

to

live

and

love;

My God, I love to live;
And Him I live to love,
And Him I love to live.
It’s wonderful just to live and love.

smile

and

face,

little

girl

&

&

Heart

Mayer

pass

of then,

days were here

again.
Burgess.

s

| Hear

Oh, Sad One,
Why is it that thou
:
With eyes that should search the light
Lookest into the darkness of unborn time?
Is so much pain in thine heart that thou
Seekest the shadows of the soothing night,
Or is it that thou believest
That Love comes only once?
Oh tell. .
No, tell not
For

the voice

of the

heart

cannot

be

heard

And without echo doth it perish
Before it reaches burning lips;
Never will the voice be understood
Unless its soundless words are sensed
By kindred hearts
Suffering the same agony.
—Anton

—Roy

THE

back, O

those precious

Thy

golden

—Joseph

and

I think

I wish

Three-in-One.

Thou, Port of All the Saints and healing oil
Of paradise, poured out on all our ills;
We love with all our hearts thy queenly touch
That gently leads us on to Christ, our King.

Life

twinkling

gold;

Thou Star of Sailors, Star of Darkest Seas,
Shine forth to lead us weary trav’lers home
Through dev’lish gales and storm-infested seas,
guide

your

—Dorothy

A golden robe she wears—so long the train,
That angel choirs in stately majesty
Must carry it along for her, the queen;
So pure and fair is she, we sigh with awe.

And

I recall

All rosy sweet and bright as morning skies,
Then I remember how you used to place
Your tiny hands upon the looking glass,
And try to touch that little girl in there
While sunbeams seemed to whisper when they’d
And get entangled in your sunny hair.
Your skin was soft and in your tiny hand,
That played with little dolls and colored toys,
You held the wor!d; all beautiful and grand
And only knew of goodness and of joys.

Domina

Protege Orationem

K.

Dekom.

Meam

We do not pray to Mary thinking
That she has the final say.
So far as we’re concerned she’s linking
God’s will and ours by gentle sway.

MOON

That Mary takes our ills to God
And shepherds them through legal maze,

I saw her from my window
Alone and pale and still,
Her solitary figure,
Beyond the Northern Hill.

By means

And softly, like a candle,
Burning in the night
Through the mist her beauty shone
To guide the stars aright.

The “protege” is one who must
Submit himself to being led.
Our prayers’ shall never gather dust—
Our proctor just is not gainsaid.

Is object

and for this we

prod

of this four-worded

phrase.

—Francis

Mullan.

She glided like a princess,
With

grace

and

LM

majesty,

And through the dark her silver train
Of

moonlight

I could

see.
—Dorothy
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country—snow that fell in Decem-

FROM SMOULDERING
RUINS AROSE

ber

(Continued from page 13)

cleared

first, then

the chapel,

the

study halls, the classrooms. Much
was saved and carried to the fields,

where

the boys guarded

from

prowling

the goods

souvenir

hunters,

from petty thieves. Two of the boys,
barefooted

and

the town to
those days,
panies were
besides, the

city

bareheaded,

ran

to

give the alarm. But in
all fire-fighting comprivate concerns and,
school was outside the

limits.

The

Dayton

Daily

Gazette of December 28, 1855, says,

“that the bells were rung and part
of the Neptune crew assembled at
their engine house and took out the
engine . . . no more came, so the
engine was put up again and they

went home. The Oregons started
with their engine but after going a
short distance, deterred probably by
the severity of the weather, turned
back. Just then, however, they were

was

still unmelted

in March,

and for weeks
the thermometer
stood at ten below zero or lower.

fully,

Work
sible.

“gee” or “aw shucks.” To really
pour it on, you can also scratch the

of reconstruction was impos-

Mr.

Stuart

was

at Namur,

Bel-

gium, when he heard of the destruction of the Brothers’ homestead in
Dayton and he expressed some unoffered

to return

the property and recompense him
for the loss of the house. Father
Leo Meyer vigorously opposed the
proposition and suggested to keep
the property for a novitiate, but to
discontinue the school. “Brother
Stinzi,”

he

wrote

in

1856,

“has

opened a boarding school at Louisville, Ohio, and one in the state is

enough

for us.” Eventually Father

Meyer reassured Mr. Stuart, so that

at the beginning of March,

1856,

the Brothers were again reunited in

open

or fourteen

to go with their engine to the scene
of the fire. A hose was laid to the
impounded creek, pumps plied, but
to no effect.”

hill; no
Time

attempt

the school
and

was

made

to re-

for the present.

calmer

judgment

was

needed to chart the course for the
future.

neighbors for breakfast, after which
they

were

sent

to

their

homes.

FOR MEN

ONLY

more genteel level, the Clark Gable
pattern is available. Under this system the male still dominates but in
a suaver manner. You are obliged to
render the female certain niceties,

of the pastor

many years ago this “man-of-thehouse” manner was used by most

the

three months.

Humanly

speaking,

the

fate of

the school seemed doomed. The loss
was estimated at $10,000 and there
was no insurance. The winter was

the severest in the history of the
November, 1949

and

crumble

for

the

fact

that

the

girls

seem

to resist this approach.

Try it, and see what it can do for
I could continue a long while discussing other systems you might at-

tempt, but as the remaining ones are
either expensive or would take too
long to master I will only give brief

mention to a few. I realize you want
to make hay while the sun shines
(or before the semester ends) and
that your finances are limited, but,
still if you do have extra time and

money, here are more helpful hints.
Charles Atlas with his musclebuilding course might be what you
are seeking. Some ladies like those
bulging biceps. Their acquisition
takes time though, and when

Charles graduates you, it could be
that you would find yourself with
only your dumb-bells for company.
Another ready to extend a hand of
is

Arthur

Murray.

(Your

impossible to imagine how any girl
can resist him. Why, if you would

(Continued from page 12)

but when it comes to making decisions, your word is law. Not too

of Emmanuel’s;

head

magazine blurbs and purchases what
they indicate at the drugstore, it is

Father Meyer and some of the
Brothers accepted the hospitality
others found shelter in a house
being constructed by Mr. Viot and
which he offered free of rent for

ground

—as they say in the south.) Then
too, if a gentleman believes all the

dam in the creek gave way; it took

ruin. At daybreak, the boarders
were invited to the homes of kind

the

“Rumba” might get her “Numbah”

more than an hour to rebuild it with
the water froze in the hose. At four
o’clock the house was a smoldering

on

maternal instinct probably accounts

aid

The fire gained headway and at
the height of the conflagration, the
mattresses and bedding. The
weather was unusually severe and

of your

you.

of Mary

circles

your hat if you have it handy. The

Society

ment. ‘The Superior General of the

college who offered on the behalf
of Mr. Meyer, a hundred dollars
a dozen

back

easiness as to his guarantee of pay-

the old farm building on vineyard

for their assistance. This liberal of-

draw

with your foot, and mutter timidly

powerless

overtaken by a messenger from the

fer prompted

“certain one” chances to speak
to you, blush, hang your head bash-

menfolk.

Today

the

majority

of

women don’t seem to care for it
and thus it has fallen into decadence. Still it sometime works, so

it is worth a try.

utilize all the concoctions advertised as especially designed “to win

that girl,” you should be as devastating as the atom bomb. Another avenue is to impress her with your

wealth

or

intelligence—but

why

speak of them, you want to win
the lady while you’re young!

There they are. Hurry off now
and garb yourself in a new demeanor! Let’s see some action on
your part. No more ogling from
afar. Try your newly selected technique as soon as possible. I'll be

If you wish to be even milder,
don the mantle of Gary Cooper

watching to see if you’ve chosen the
proper nectar to catch that Honey-

or Jimmy

bee.

Stewart.

When

that

Page 21

again, this time at the Van Cleve
Hotel. We talked about Dayton and
then she told me about the past

|! INTERVIEWED....
(Continued from page 14)

education. The world sadly needs
good teachers, who are interested in

their work and will serve as a good
influence on their students.”

Naturally the conversation
turned

to dramatics,

which

soon

is Aud-

rey’s life and which has always interested me. “The only preparation
I really had for my work was the

public speaking course I took in
high school at Joliet during my
senior year,” Audrey laughed. “But

since then I’ve done almost every
kind of speech work. On the stage
I appeared in a number of plays in-

cluding
plays.

Ibsen
The

and

last

was

Shakespearean
“My

Sister

Eileen,” in 1942. Of course I already
knew about her roles in “The High

week-end

in

Houston,

Texas.

It

University

of

seems she was honorary Homecom-

ing

Queen

at

the

Houston. She had spent the weekend riding in the parade, cheering
until

she

almost

lost

her

voice,

crowning the queen, and “having a
wonderful time.” Once again she
was

most

obliging

about

Kali, come here!” The cat turned to

Hank and with tail between legs
sauntered to him and lay at his feet.
Unconsciously, Hank Corran knelt

down and scratched the black
beauty behind the ear and Kali
raised his head and licked Hank’s
hand and began to purr. Hank
heaved a sigh of relief and was glad
the cat was tame for this extraordinary publicity stunt.

standing

up, sitting down, and smiling
sweetly for the photographers.
When we finally parted I said
good-bye to one of the most charming people I have ever met. What
do I think of Audrey Totter? My
impression is best expressed when I
say, “She was friendly and co-operative—a truly nice person.”

e

&

8

ALONG THE SNOW
SHOE TRAIL
(Continued from page 5)

glistened through the trees. The
sky turned red and then shaded

into blue as a few fleecy clouds
drifted by. The weird cry of the

quite proud (and justly so) that her
last picture, “The Setup,” had received the International Critics’

loon mingled with the splashing
water and drifted into the night.
Weary from our journey we headed
for our cabin which was furnished
in a most modern manner. A huge
wood-buming
range
commanded

Award.

one corner of the kitchen, while two

Wall,”

“Lady

of the Lake,” “Any

Number Can Play,” etc. She seemed

proud kerosene lamps reigned over

Then I asked the inevitable question, and she replied, “How did I
get to Hollywood? I don’t know. I
used to think it was hard work. . .
stock companies, soap operas and
all that . . . but after I got there
I decided that luck had a lot to

do with it. And now that I’ve arrived! I have only one crusade: the

veterans in hospitals. In fact, my
USO work is my second job. I want

to make sure those boys aren’t forgotten.”
May and I both thought Audrey
should have a little time to rest
before she attended the Industrial
Division

dinner,

but

we

couldn’t

leave until she showed me the gown
she was going to wear at the open-

ing of the opera on the coast the
next evening. It was very chic, and
when I told her how much I liked
it she said with a twinkle in her

the

TERROR

his position, his face was a picture

wild creatures prowled in the night.

page

7)

At the end of the main aisle, pleading with shoppers alike to remain
absolutely motionless, stood a man.
Stealthily,

down

the

aisle

him, crept Kali. The man froze in
of anxiety, and beads of perspiration stood out on his forehead. On
and one came the panther, its sleek
black body close to the floor. ‘Two
feet from the human statue, the cat
paused . . . gazed about . . . rasped

a snarl, again showing those curved
fangs. Then the big cat sat on its
haunches, as might a playful kitten,
and took a menacing swipe at the
none of them connecting.
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running

toward

from

sale.”

citing and interesting, routine of the
Public Relations Department. At six
o’clock Audrey and I were together

Our

At meal time the hungry stove
licked up pine and oak logs while
we prepared our dinner. In the evening the flickering lamplight played
hide and seek with the shadows in
the room. Out side the woods began

(Continued

eye, “And best of all, I got it on
For the next few hours I returned

cabinet.

the slope from the lake.

REIGNED

manager with its huge, black paw
. . then another and another .. .

to the regular hectic, but always ex-

china

water ran only if we hurried too
fast while carrying the buckets up

This was the picture Hank saw
and he was startled. His first instinct was to cry out to attract the
cat’s attention before it did claw
the man. Hank did cry out, “Hey!

to crackle and come

alive as the

For two weeks we strolled the
sand beach, fished in the deep-blue
water, ate and slept. The days dis-

appeared before they began. All too
soon the walks through the woods
and the lazy hours on the warm

sand were over. It was time to pack
up and head homeward. We took
our last look at the serene lake
nestled like a jewel in the emerald
green hills, for a few minutes
watched the squirrels and the chipmunks scramble over the logs, and
listened to the lingering call of the
loon. Then we headed for home
healthier, happier and bursting with
memories of the most beautiful spot
on earth.
- The Exponent

HIGHLIGHTS OF
NORTHERN OHIO

completed his work he expressed
his desire to become a Catholic, -but

because of family ties he felt it
would be difficult. The Sisters

(Continued from page 11)

contained in this chapel. It is cer-

prayed for him. Some time later
his son visited the convent and told
the Sisters that the old man had

tain, however, that they exceed one

hundred and fifty. The nun, who
was

indeed

very kind, escorted

us

died. In his earthly possessions the
family found the etching and
thought that perhaps the Sisters

to the door of the chapel as she
was preparing to go to Benediction.
We noticed an etching of the altar

would like to have it. The son then
revealed that his father had been
baptized a Catholic before his
death.

near the door. The nun paused to
tell us its origin. A Protestant minister had attempted to take a picture
of the interior of the chapel, but

This was truly indicative of the
spirit that permeated the Relic
Chapel of the Sisters of the Precious

the lighting was too poor. He was
eighty years old. He gained permis-

sion from the Sisters to stay at the
Convent

until

he had

etched

the

High Altar. He worked on the etch-

Blood at Maria
would truly be

ing for two weeks. When

you to make a pilgrimage this year.

he had

Stein, Ohio. This
a great place for

KAMPUS KUTUPS
(Continued

from

page

24)

The C.S.M.C. dood it again with

a more than successful Hallowe’en
Harvest dance. From the looks of
things everyone had a bang-up time.

Gloria Fry and Bob Wise were on
Cloud
those
ports
thanks

No. 4—or didn’t you notice
loony looks? Judy Stelzer rehaving a wonderful time,
to Dick.

NOVEMBER

NOTES:

New

definition of officious—A fish is
what swims in a brook. Courtesy of

Mary

Lou

Deerwester.

The

num-

ber of “knit-wits” in the lounge has
increased 100 per cent. Just who
isn’t knittin’?? Did you hear?—She
was only the moonshiner’s daughter

but they loved her still. Ah-ha. The
gals’ hockey team decided that the
half hour they waited for Nancy

Vaughan

who

overslept was

time

Find four letters with teeth, look for them in the name;
Though not used in this sense, the spelling’s the same.

well spent, for Nancy placed on the
second team for the Cleveland
tournament. Quite an honor! Congrats—also to Gloria Taylor, Lynn

When

Showalter,

QUESTIONS
on your back, it’s cut to measure,

When in a pack, it’s for your pleasure.
Cirrus, nimbus and cumulus; change one letter and then
Sisal, manila and hemp; change one letter again.

ANSWERS WILL APPEAR IN THE
NEXT ISSUE OF YOUR MAGAZINE

Mary

Hall,

and

Ginny

MacMillan who received honorable

mention. Did you all see the pictures of Anita Coberly, Don Abbott,
Pat Delaney, and Don Crossley in
the Shopping News. Just goes to
prove a point—U. D. people are

NEWS.

RULES

FOR

CHESTERFIELD

HUMOR

MAGAZINE

CONTEST

1. Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad.
2. Submit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication

office..

win a carton of Chesterfield Cigarettes each.
3. First ten correct answers from different students

4. Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each entry.

5. Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue’s publication date. New contest next issue.
6. Answers and names
7. All answers become

of winners will appear in the next issue.
the property of Chesterfield.

LAST

MONTH’S

ANSWERS

& WINNERS

A

MR. SOFT TOUCH. When hard times hit, Mr.
can be counted on to fix you up quickly.

B

ROBOT. Read TABOR (from Tabor City) inverted, with one
minor switch (changing A to O) and you get Robot, a device

C

controlled by a switch.
CHESTERFIELD. Trunk
(field).

WINNERS

ANNOUNCEMENT

Soft Touch

The monthly meeting of the Nu
Epsilon Delta will be held November

(chest); a pause

(er); meadowland

John Wagner, Jerry Vanderhorst,
Bottini and Joe Banister.

Bill Kehl,

Francis

22,

1949, in Schriever

Hall

of St. Elizabeth Hospital. At the
October meeting plans were made
for the coming year and methods for
interesting nurses in joining the society were discussed.
Miss

OF CONTEST

Winners of last month’s contest were Ed Peguillon, Paul Malloy. James Dooley, Jim Mott, John Cleary,

November, 1949

Willi “—

THANKSGIVING... STUPID custom isn't i /

8. Decision of judges will be final.

Loren

Lambert,

president,

appointed Miss Claire La Grasso
chairman of the membership com-

mittee.

Any

nurses

interested

are

asked to see Miss La Grasso.
—MAarcELLA COSTELLO.
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INPUS
“That
Has

lucky ol sun

nothin’

todo...”

Bet he’s laughin’
guys and gals who

(well,

maybe

at the U. D.
are knee-deep

just ankle-deep)

in

the three A’s—assignments, activities, and affairs (extra-curricular,
that is). But chin up, weary creatures, and just remember that old
U. D. maxim, “Don’t let your
studies interfere with your social
life.”
Hay, hay—did anyone see the hay
on the WAA hayride? Somebody
say CROWDED? There just must
be a bigger and better word to describe that packed mass of humanity.
Some of our U. D.ites must be
quadrupeds; just where did all the
arms and legs come from? Killer
Kilbane was in the limelight (flashlight, to-be exact) again. That guy’s
as good an entertainer as he is a
pass intercepter (our he-ro of the
Nevada game)—too bad he forgot

the ending of the thrilling episode
of “Jim and John.” The dramatics
were fine, Killer, but you’d better
leave the ukelele-strumming to your
buddy “Coke.” And “Humphrey”
ATE
(naw, we won't tell how
much). Only kidding, Stan—it’s
good
to see a fella with
a
HEALTHY appetite. Whooping it
up at Skipper’s were Nancy

Vaughan

and Jerry McGarry, and

Mary Lou Lienesch and Bob
Schaefer, and—well, the whole hayride squad.
All roads led to the Biltmore on
the night of October 22nd. What
could have been a better climax to

HUT- RS

turned out sandwiches. George Daly
beaued Gertie Wiseman—how long
his this slipped our attention?
Chuck Brown and Ambo came in

prepared to do things up brown.
They did. Dell Krich (the guy with
the horn-rims and the beeg, beeg
smile) kept commuting to the
dance floor until his paper cup
soaked through. Jo Murray and Ted
left

right

at

the

beginning

(2

o’clock)—the alumni ain’t what it
used to be. Thelma Romer and
John Kelly withdrew from _partying and spent quite a while in what

might be classed as serious discussion.

Rumor

had

it that a grand

march had to be cancelled—all the
court, the queen, and half the hotel
were too busy having a glorious
time.

Hayrides seem to be the vogue.
“When

in doubt, hayride!” Flyers’

Hangar kids got together for a riproaring ‘ride complete with cold
weather, bright moon, a touch of
fog,

berserk

tractor,

and

a

side-

swiping by a car. Fun, what? Wagon
No. 2 indulged in a song fest;

Wagon No. | indulged in—awright,
beanshooting! Janet Finke and Bob
‘Tormey packed a mean beanshooter
and kept t’other podnuhs ducking.
Mary Argast and Tom Harrigan
supplied songs from an almost in-

exhaustible repertoire. Another twosome on hand were Sue Schnabel
to

see,

secretary

close

and

cooperation

between officers.

Schrimp (you know Charlie—the
funny little clown with his plunger-

parties!

Dale

baton) threw out the welcome mat,

received

and Dan Leary (with a Cincy Bar-

Babione

bara), Pat Wilson and John Stueve,

room §810’s citation for meritorious
service as bartender and barmistress,

Trish Cashman

respectively. Dale poured and Annie

promptly treaded on it. Mary

Page
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excuse

body wanted to “dance with the
dolly,” Raggedy Ann, who was none
other than Barney Otten. “Doctor”
Bobby Arnzen, dressed in a spanking white uniform, gave permission
for “patient” Toey Oldiges to get
up and about, so they joined the
shindig, which was at Rosie Mc-

Avoy’s.

Johnny

Callahan

was

a

great, big ferocious bear—what big
teeth you have, Johnny! Bill Lange

won the pie-eating contest; says he
owes his success to eating with the

boys from the Hall. The U. D. Players also had a masquerade. Tim Mc-

Donough came so superbly made-up
as a girl-sweater, skirt, stockings, and
all—that Jerry Bohman danced twice
with “her” before he caught on.
Betti Jennings disguised as a rab-

bit—a big yellow rabbit, no less—
took the “most original” prize. Ned
Cofer made

tress-cover.

mind, with elevenyty parties in session on every floor. And WHAT
Around)

an

a wonderful

scarecrow,

tion is that he represented a mat-

like

Enouen,

after the last X struggle. Some
gaiety survived. Beaucoup parties in
Cincinnati proved
it. Charlie

(End

provided

we

Bill

than the memorable Homecoming
dance? Dancing space was at a
premium but no one seemed to
and

Hallowe’en

for more partying. The WAA gals
and their dates delved into attics
and old trunks and turned up with
a riotous variety of costumes. Every-

prexy of the C.'S.M.C.—That’s what

and

Spirits weren’t dampened entirely

Griffin

two days at parties, with the game
in between. Some people just don’t
take it slow.

right down to straw hands. It was
difficult to say just what Harold
Moots was, but the closest descrip-

the event-packed Centennial week

Anne

Henne also opened the doors of her
Cincinnati home to the U. D.
crowd, and the party was a huge
success; Joe Tierney will vouch for
this. Dan Romer and Marcia spent

and Willie Locke
Lou

Coming

up

the

steps

brought about the downfall of Joyce

Rhoad’s costume. Joy came as a
mummy wrapped in bandages, and
by

the

time

she

mounted

three

flights of stairs, her awning was
yawning. Pat Schenck and Jack
Sheridan

made

a

cute

pair

of

Apache dancers, and Jim Walsh and
Boom-Boom

would

have

put

two

real tramps to shame.
(Continued

on page

23)
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QUALITY CANNED FOODS
SOLD

BY

OVER
WHO

1,000

OWN

COOPERATIVE

RETAIL

THEIR

GROCERS

Company
BUTTER,

EGGS

1425

GROCERY

WHITE VILLA GROCERS,

Inc.

20

Linden

POULTRY

—

S. Jefferson

900

W.

Third

KE 4178

—

AD

—

AD

3091
7997

OHIO

WE

FIT EVERY
OF

Best Wishes

David

and

OWN

WHOLESALE

DAYTON,

The Joe O. Frank

THE

MEMBER

FAMILY

of

Margolis

Class of ‘23
807 BROWN ST- 812 XENIA AVE.

and

THE METROPOLITAN

CO.
The Dayton Heidelberg
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Because theyre really Milder. For over 30 years I've
» seen Chesterfield

Copyright

1949, Liccett & Myers Tosacco Co

CHESTERFIELD

Contest See Page 23

